’ The htjtorj rP'T “ — — 

He Hand to day for thee and me and Troy. 

Troyl. Brother, you haue a viceof mercy in you 
Which better fits a Lion then a man. ’ 

Hector, What vice is that ? good Troy lot chide mee 
for it. 

Troyl. When many times the captiue Grecian fails,. 

Euen in the fanne and winde ofyour faire fword. 

You bid them rife and Iiue. 

Heel. O f is faire play. 

Troyl. Fcoies play by heauen Heft or. 

He'd. How now ? how now ? , ~ 

T royl. For th’ioue of all the gods 
Lets leaue the Hermit Pitty with our Mother,, 

And when we haue our armors buckled on. 

The venomd vengeance ride vpon our fwerds. 

Spur them td ruthfull worke.raine them from ruth. 

Heft. Fie fauage.fie. 

Troy. Better then Yis warres. 

Bed. Troylt-ts I would not haue you fight to day. 

Troyl. Whofhould withhold me ? 

Not fate, obedience, nor the hand of Mars,, 

Beckning with fieiie trunchion my retire^ 

Not Priamm and Hecuba on knees. 

Their eyes orc-galled with recour/e of teares, 

Nor you my brother, with your true fword drawney 
Oppofd to hinder me,flx>uld flop my way. 

Enter Priam and Cajjdndra. 

C<*f- kay hold vpon him, Priam hold him fafi,. 

He is thy crutch: now if thou loofethy flay, v 

Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee. 

Fall al' together. 

Triam. Come Bettor, come, go back. 

Thy wife hath dreamt, thy mother hath had vifions* 
fajfandra doth forefee,and I my felfe. 

Am like a prophet fuddenly emapt, 

To tell thee that this day is ominous t. 

There- 
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of Troy lus an 4 Crejfeida . 

Therefore come back, 

HfC. t^Eneas is a field, 

A id i do liand.engagd to many Greekes, 

Euen in the faith of valour to appeare. 

This morning to them. 

epriam 1 but thou (halt not gee. 

Bee. I muft not bi eake my faith. 

You know me duufidl therefore deere fir. 

Let me not fhsme repe&,buc giue me leaue 
To take that courfe by your content and voice, 

Which you do he re forbid me royailTrww*. 
faf O Priam yeeld not to him. 

And, Do not dee. e lather. 

Bee. Andromache I am offended with you, 

Vpon the lou e you beare me get you in. Exit Andrew. 

Troy. This fbo'ifh dreaming lupcrftitious gme. 

Makes all thefc bodements. 

O farewell deere Wcctor* 

Looke how thou dy’eft.looke how thy eye turnes pale, 
Lonkehow thy wounds do bleed at many vents, 

Harke how Troy roareshow Becuba cries out. 

How poore Andromache fhrils her dolour* foorcb, 
Behold.deftru&ion.frenzie, and amazement. 

Like witlcfie an iques one another mcete. 

And all crie Hector, Hectors dead.O Hector. 

Troyl A way, away. . 

C if. Farewell, yet loft •• Hector I take my leaue, 
Thoudo’ft thy felfe and all our Troy dcceaue ? 

Hec. Yoattmnnaz’d my 1 ege,at her exc.aime, 

Goe in and cheere the towne,. 

Week forth and fight, . • 

Do deeds worth praifc.and tell you them * tn, f h 5 * . 
Priam. Farewell, the gods with lafcue ftan ^ > / ^ 

T royl. They are at it harkc.proud Dwwwdbeleeue. 
Icomctoloofemy ame.or wmnemy fleeue. 



